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1.  How    firm      a    fonn  -  da  •  tion,  ye  saints   of    the    Lord,     Is      laid  for  your 
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1.  On    a    hill    far  a -way  stood  an  old  rugged  cross,    The        emblem  of 

2.  Oh,  that  old    rugged  cross,  so     despised  by  the  world,  Has  a  wondrous  at  - 

3.  In    the  old  rugged  cross,  stained  with  blood  so  di- vine,     A  won  -  drous 

4.  To  the  old    rugged  cross    I    will    ev  -  er   be  true,    Its       shame  and  re - 
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suf  •  f 'ring  and  shame;  And  I  love  that  old  cross  where  the  dear  -  est  and  best 
trac  -  tion  for  me;  For  the  dear  Lamb  of  God  left  His  glo  -  ry  a-bove 
beau  -  ty  I  see;  For 'twas  on  that  old  cross  Je-sus  suf -fered  and  died 
proach  glad-ly     bear;  Then  He'll  call  me  some  day    to    my  home  far    a -way, 
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For  a  world  of  lost  sin-nerswas  slain.  So   I'll  cher-ish  the    old  rug-ged 
To        bear    it     to  darkCal- va-ry. 
To         par  -  don  and  saac-ti  -  fy    me. 
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cross,  ....  Till  my  tro-phies  at  last    I    lay    down;    I  wiU  cling  to  the 
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old  rug-ged    cross,  ....    And  exchange  it  some  day    for      a     crown. 
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2.  0  they  tell 
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home    far    a  -  way;  0    they  tell  me  of    a  home  where  no  storm-clouds  rise, 
land      far    a  -  way;  Where  the  tree     of         life    in     e  -  ter    -    nal  bloom, 
eyes    shall  be  -  hold,  Where  He  sits     on  the  throne  that  is  whit-er  than  snow, 
sorrows  all    a  -  way;  And  they  tell  me  that  no  tears  ev  -  er    come       a  -  gain. 
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0  they  tell  me  of  an  un  -  cloud-ed  day. 
Sheds  its  fragrance  thro'  the  un  -  cloud-ed  day. 
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JESUS  TOOK  MY  BURDEN 


Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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1.  When  I,   a  poor,  lost  sin-ner,  Be -fore  the  Lord  did  fall,  And  in  the  name  of 

2.  Oft-times  the  way  is  drear-y ,    And  rugged  seemstheroad,  Oft-times  Fm  weak  and 

3.  When  I  was  crushed  with  sorrow  I  bowed  in  deep  de-spair,  My  load  of  grief  and 

4.  I'll  trust  Him  for  the  fu-ture,  He  know-eth  all  the  way,  For  with  His  eye  He'll 
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Je  -  BUS  For  par-don  loud  did  call;  He  heard  my  sup-pli-ca-tion,  And 
wea-  ry,  Whenbentbeneathsomeload;But  when  I  cry  in  weak-ness,"How 
heart-ache  Seemed  more  than  I  could  bear  ;'T  was  then  I  heard  a  whis-per,  "You 
guide  me    A  -  long  life's  pil-grim  way;  And    I    will  tell  in  heav-en,    While 
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soon  the  weak  was  strong,  For  Je  -  sus  took  my  bur-den,  And  left  me  with  a  song, 
long,  0  Lord,  how  long?"  Then  Je-sus  takes  the  bur-den,  Andleavesmewithasong. 
to  the  Lord  be  -  long,"  Then  Je-sus  took  my  bur-den.  And  left  me  with  a  song. 
a  -  ges  roll   a -long.  How  Je-sus  took  my  bur-den.  And  left  me  with  a  song. 
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2.  Ye     seed     of      Is  -  rael's  chos  -  en    race,  Ye    ran-somed  of 

3.  Sin  -  ners,  whose  love    can  ne'er    for  -  get  The  worm-wood  and 

4.  Let       ev  -  'ry    kin-dred,  ev  - 'ry    tribe,  On  this    ter-res- 

5.0       that  with  yon-  der    sa  -  cred  throng  We    at     His  feet 
_#-      .^.     .0.  .0.      .m.     -^-  -^- 

F F b h> r-l F  [-  [-{ F  j 


m 


trate  fall; 

the  faU; 

the  gall, 

trial  ball, 

may  fall; 
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Bring  forth  the    roy  -  al 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you 
Go,  spread  your  troph-ies 
To    Him    all    maj  -  es  - 
We'll  join  the     ev  -  er  - 
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di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

by    His  grace,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

at      His  feet,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

ty      a -scribe,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

last  -  ing  song.  And  crown  Him  Lord 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al     di  -  a-dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Go,  spread  your  trophies    at  His  feet,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

To      Him  allmaj-es-ty    ascribe.  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

We'll  join  the  ev  -  er-last-ing  song,  And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


A  -  men. 
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8  WE  SHALL  ALWAYS  BE  HAPPY  OVER  THERE 


Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley 
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1.  No  more  bur-dens,  no  more  heartaches,  no  more  sor-row,  No  more  grieving 

2.  No  more  la  -  bor  thru  the  days  so  long  and  wea-ry,    No  more  longings 

3.  No  more  hap-py  hours  to    end  and  leave  us  lone-ly,    No  more  in  -  ter- 

4.  No  more  death  to  fill  the  soul  with  fear  and  trembling,  No  more  sad-ness 
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o'er   the  bro-ken  things  of  life:  Not    a  cloud  to  mar  the  sky  of  God's  to- 
un  -  ful-filled,  no  friends  untrue;  No  more  jour-neys  thru  the  shadowed  vale  so 
rupt  -  ed  sea-sons  of    de-light;  Fadeless  pleasures  we  shall  find  in  heav-en 
when  our  dear  ones  say  "Good-by";  Ev-'ry  joy  love  can  pro-vide  God  is    as- 
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mor  -  row,  Not    a    foe  to  curse  that  bless-ed  land  with  strife. 

that  bless  -  ed  land  with  strife. 

drear  -  y,    With  un-fet-teredspir-it   we  shall  live    a  -  new. 

shall  live   a-  new. 

on    -    ly,    Sweet-er  far  than  an  -  y  dream  of  glo  -  ry  bright. 

of    glo  -  ry  bright. 

sem-bling,  In    that  par  -  a- dise  with  Christ  beyond  the  sky. 

.    be-yond  the  sky. 
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We  shall  al-ways  be  hap-py   o  -  ver  there,  For  no    e  -  vil  can  in- 

o-ver  there, 
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WE  SHALL  ALWAYS  BE  HAPPY  OVER  THERE 
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vade  that  realm  so  fair;  And  the  tears  that  blind  our  eyes  Shall  be 

that  realm  so  fair; 
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lost  in  glad  sur-prise,  We  shall  al-ways  be  hap-py  o  -  ver  there. 


5^r 


^ifcrf=^-^— f 


It 


i^^ 


■^ 


/4 


0- ver  there. 


^J^ 


fc=P=l±rt 


'*— *- 


1 


gy~p  L>  p  p- 


tc=P==p=P=tfc 


ABIDE  WITH  ME 
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1.  A  -  bide  with  me:      fast    falls  the     e  -  ven-tide;  The    dark- 

2.  Swift    to     its    close    ebbs    oat  life's  lit  -  tie    day;  Earth's  joys 

3.  I        need  Thy  pres  -  ence    ev  -  'ry  pass-ing  honr:  What  but 

4.  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross     be  -fore    my  clos-ing   eyes,  Shine  thro' 
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deep  -  ens;  Lord,  with  me     a  -  bide:  When    oth  -  er    help  -  ers     fail,  and 
dim,     its     glo  -  ries  pass    a  -  way;  Change  and  de  -  cay      in       all      a- 
grace  can    foil  thetempt-er'spow'r?  Who      like  Thy -self    my    guide  and 
gloom,  and  point  me     to    the  skies:  Heav'n's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain 
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com- forts  flee,     Help      of     the  help -less,  0      a  -bide  with  me! 

round  I  see:     0        Thou  who  chang-est  not,    a  -  bide  with  me! 

stay    can  be?      Thro'  cloud  and  sun-shine,  0      a  -  bide  with  me! 

shad-ows  flee —  In,      life,     in  death,  0    Lord,  a  -bide  with  me! 
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THE  LILY  OF  THE  VALLEY 


English  Melody 
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1.  I    have 

2.  He 

3.  He  will 

2   ^   s   2   2   i 

found    a  friend  in     Je-sus, 
all    my  griefs  has  tak  -  en, 
nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  leave  me, 
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He's 

and 
nor 

ev  -  'ry- thing  to    me,    He's  the 
all    my  sor- rows  borne;    In  temp- 
yet   for-sake  me  here,  While    I 
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fair  -  est  of  ten  thou-sand  to  my  soul ;  The  Lil  -  y  of  the  Val  -  ley, 
ta  -  tion  He's  my  strong  and  might-y  tow'r;  I  have  all  f  or  Him  f  or  -  sak  -  en, 
live    by  faith  and    do    His  bless-  ed      will ;        A  wall    of    fire     a  -  bout  me, 
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Fine. 
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in  Him  a -lone  I  see  All  I  need  to  cleanse  and  make  me  ful  -  1^  whole. 
and  all  my  i  -  dola  torn  From  my  heart,  and  now  He  keeps  me  by  His  pow'r. 
I've  Doth-ing  now   to  fear,  With  His  man  -  na   He   my  htm-  gry   soul  shall  fill. 
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the  Bright  and  Mom-ing  Star,  He's  the   fair -est    of    ten  thou-sand   to    my   soul. 
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In  sor-  row  He's  my  com -fort,  in  trou  -  ble  He's  my  stay. 
Though  all  the  world  for  -  sake  me,  and  Sa  -  tan  tempt  me  sore. 
Then  sweep -ing      up      to      glo  -  ry         to        see      His    bless  -    ed     face, 
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He  tells  me 
Through  Je  -  sua 
Where     riv  -  ers 


ev  -  'ry  care  on  Him  to  roll. 
I  shall  safe  -  ly  reach  the  goal. 
of        de  -  light    shall      ev    -    er     roll. 
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I  WILL  SING  YOU  A  SONG 


Ellkn  H.  Gates 
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1. 1     will  sing  you  a  song 

2.  Oh,  that  home  of  the  seal! 

3.  That  unchangeable  home 

4.  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will  be 
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of  thatbeau-ti-ful  land.  The  far  -  a- way  home  of  the 
In  my  visions  and  dreams  Its  bright,  jasper  walls  I  can 
is  for  you  and  for  me,Where  Je-susof  Naz  -  a-reth 
in  that  beau-ti-ful  land,   So  free  from  all  sor  -  row  and 
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soul,Where  no  storms  ev-er  beat  on  the  glittering  strand.  While  the  years  of  e  - 
see;  Till  I  fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  veil  in-ter-venes  Be  -  tween  the  fair 
stands;  The  King  of  all  kingdoms  for  -ev-er  is  He,  And  He  hold  -  eth  our 
pain.    With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands,  To      meet  one  an  - 
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ter  -  ni-ty  roll,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -ni-ty  roll;  Where  no  storms  ever 
cit  -  y  and  me,  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me;  Till  I  fan -cy  but 
crowns  in  His  hands,  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands;  The  King  of  all 
oth  -  er    a  -  gain.  To        meet  one  an  -  oth  -  er    a -gain;  With  songs  on  our 
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beat     on  the  glittering  strand.  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty   roll, 
thin  -  ly  the  veil  in-ter-venes  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me. 
kmgdoms  for  -ev-er  is    He,  And  He  holdeth  our  crowns  in  His  hands, 
lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands,  To     meet  one  an  -  oth  -  er  a  -  gain.   A-men. 
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GOD'S  TOMORROW. 
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1.  God's  tomorrow    is      a  day  of  gladness,  And  its   joys  shall  nev-er  fade; 

2.  God's  tomorrow    is     a  day  of  greeting:   We  shall  see     the  Savior's  face; 

3.  God's  tomorrow    is     a  day  of  glo  -  ry:    We  shall  wear  the  crown  of  life; 
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No  more  weeping,  no  more  sense  of  sad-ness,  No  more  foes  to  make  a  -  fraid. 
And  our  longing  hearts  a-wait  the  meeting  In  that  ho  -  ly,  hap-py  place. 
Sing  thro'  countless  years  love's  old,old  story,  Free  for-ev    -    er  from  all  strife. 
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God's  to-mor-row,  God's  to-mor  -  row,    Ev- 'ry  cloud  will  pass  a-way 
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At  the  dawning    of  that  day;  God's  to-mor -row,    No  more  sor  -  row, 
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For     I   know  that  God's  to  -  mor-row  Will   be  bet  -  ter  than    to  -  day! 
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WHERE  IS  MY  BOY  TO-NIGHT? 
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1.  Where  is  my  wand'ring  boy  to-night-The    boy    of  my  tend'rest  care,  The 

2.  Once    he  was  pure  as  morn-ing  dew,  As  he  knelt  at  his  mother's  knee;  No 

3.  0       could  I    see  you  now,  my  boy,  As      fair    as  in  old  -  en    time,  When 

4.  Go       for  my  wand'ring  boy  to-night;  Go,  search  for  him  where  you  will;  But 
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boy  that  was  once  my  joy    and  light,  The  child  of  my  love    and  prayer? 
face  was  so  bright,  no  heart  more  true,  And  none  was  so  sweet  as   he. 
prat  -  tie  and  smile  made  home  a  joy,    And  life  was  a  mer  -  ry   chime! 
bring  him  to  me    with  all     his  blight,  And  tell  him  I  love     him  still. 
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0  where  is   my  boy     to  -  night?    0  where  is  my  boy     to  -  night?    My 
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heart  o'er-flows,  for  I  love  him,  he  knows;  0  where  is  my  boy    to  -  night? 
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THE  CHURCH  IN  THE  WILDWOOD 
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1.  There's  a  church  in  the  val  -  ley    by    the  wild  -  wood,  No  love  -  li  -  er 

2.  Oh,             come  to  the  church     in     the  wild-  wood.  To    the  trees  where  the 

3.  How           sweet  on  a    clear      Sab-bath  morn  -  ing.    To  list      to   the 

4.  From  the  church  in  the  val  -  ley   by    the  wild  -  wood,  When  day   fades  a  - 
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spot  in    the    dale;     No          place     is     so  dear    to    my 

wild  flow-  ers  bloom;  Where  the  part  -  ing      hymn  will  be 

clear  ring -ing    bell;      Its         tones     so       sweet  -  ly    are 

way  in  -  to    night,     I  would  fain  from  this  spot     of  my 


child-  hood    As    the 
chant-  edj    We    will 
call  -  ing.    Oh, 
child  -  hood  Wing  my 
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spot    is     so  dear    to    my  child  -  hood    As    the 
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weep 
come 
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brown  church  in    the   vale, 
by  the    side     of    the  tomb, 
to    the  church  in    the    vale, 
to    the  man-sions  of    light. 

'                                            Come  to  the 
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1       Oh,       come,  come,  come,  come,  come,  come, 
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lit  -  tie     brown  church  in    the  vale. 
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SAFE  IN  THE  ARMS  OF  JESUS 


Fanny  J.  Crosby 
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1.  Safe     in  the  arms  of     Je  -  sus,    Safe    on  His  gen  -  tie  breast,  There  by  His 

2.  Safe     in  the  arms  of     Je   -  sus,    Safe  from  cor-rod  -  ing  care.     Safe  from  the 

3.  Je  -   sus,  my  heart's  dear  ref  -  uge,    Je  -  sus  has  died    for   me ;     Firm  on  the 
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love     o'er  -  shad  -  ed,  Sweet-ly  my  soul  shall    rest.  Hark !  'tis  the  voice    of 

world's  temp-ta  -  tions,  Sin    can-not  harm  me    there.  Free  from  the  blight  of 

Rock     of       A  -   ges,  Ev  -    er  my  trust  shall     be.  Here     let  me  wait  with 
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an  -  gels,  Borne  in      a  song    to     me,  O  -  ver  the  fields  of      glo  -    ry, 

sor  -  row.  Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears ;      On  -  ly      a   few  more  tri    -  als, 
pa  -  tience.  Wait  till  the  night    is     o'er ;      Wait   till      I    see    the  morn  -  ing 
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O  -    ver  the  jas  -  per 
On  -  ly     a  few  more 
Break  on  the  gold- en 
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Safe  in  the  arms  of    Je  -  sus.   Safe   on  His 
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gen  -  tie  breast.  There 


by  His  love  o'er  -  shad-  ed.  Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest 
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HE  KEEPS  ON  LOVING  US  STILL 


Hbbbbbt  Buffcm 
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1.  Though  far  you  may  wan  -  der     a  -  way  from  the    fold,    Re  -  f us  -  ing    to 

2.  His        love    is     far  great -er   than  mor-talshaveknown,His  mer-cy  the 

3.  Though  fa  -  ther    or   moth  -  er     for  -  sake    us,    we  know  This  lov  -  er    of 

4.  Should  we    for -sake  Him  and  our    love    be- come  cold,    No    lon-ger  our 
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yield     to     His  will,  This  thought  is     so    pre-cious,  although  it     be    old : 

whole  earth  doth  fill ;         To  those  who    de  -  ny  Him  what  patience  is  shown  I 

souls    nev  -  er  will;       He     fol-lows  our  foot-steps,where'er  they  may  go, 

hearts  feel    the  thrill  That  once  we    en-joyed  when  we    en-tered  His  fold. 
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'He        keeps  on  lov  -  ing  us  still. 

He        keeps  on  lov  -  ing  us  still 

And      keeps  on  lov  -  ing  us  still 

He  will  keep  on  lov  -  ing  us  still. 
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He  keeps     on    lov  -  ing   us 
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Still, He  keeps    on     lov  -  ing 

lov  -  ing     us    still. 
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lov  -  ing     us    still 
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loss   or  come  gain,Thro'  sunshine  or  rain,  He  keeps  on  lov  -  ing  us    still. 
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ONE  SWEETLY  SOLEMN  THOUGHT 


"Now  they  desire  a  better  country,  that  is,  an  heavenly." — Heb.  11:  16 

COPYRIGHT  PROPERTY  OF  THE  BIGLOW  &  MAIN  CO. 


Miss  Phoebe  Carey 
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1.  One  sweet  -  ly  sol  -  emn    thought  Comes  to       me    o'er    and   o'er; 

2.  Tmnear-er  my  Fa  -  ther's  house,     Where  man  -y      man-sions  be; 

3.  I'mnear-erthe  bound  of      life,        Where  bur  -  dens  are    laid   down; 

4.  Be     near   me  when   my     feet        Are    slip  -  ping  o'er    the    brink; 
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I'm  near  -  er   home   to  -  day,    to  -  day,  Than  I     have  been    be  -  fore. 
I'm  nearer  the  great  white  throne  to  -  day.  And  nearer  the  crys  -  tal    sea. 
Yes, nearer  to    leave  the    cross    to-day,  And  near  -  er     to     the   crown. 
For      I      am   near  -  er    home   to-day.  Per  -  haps, than  now    I     think. 
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Near  -  er      my     home,        Near  -  er      my     home.     Near  -   er       my 
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home  to  -  day,     to  -  day,  Than      I      have  been    be    -    fore. 
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DEAR  LITTLE  STRANGER 
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1.  Low  in      a  man-ger — dear  lit- tie  Stran-ger,  Je  -  sus,  the  won-der-ful 

2.  An-gels    de-scend-ing,      o  -  ver  Him  bend-ing,  Chant-ed  a     ten-der   and 

3.  Dear  lit -tie  Stran-ger,  born  in    a   man-ger,  Mak-er  and  Mon-arch,  and 
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Sav  -  ior,  was  born;  There  was  none  to    re-ceive  Him,  none  to    be-lieve  Him, 
si  -  lent  re -f rain;  Then  a     won-der-fal  sto  -  ry     told  of  His  glo  -  ry, 
Sav -ior    of    all;       I    will  love  Thee  for- ev  -  er!  grieve  Thee?  no,  nev-er! 
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None  but  the    an  -  gels  were  watch-ing  that  morn. 

Un  -  to    the  shepherds  on    Beth  -  le-hem's  plain.      Dear'lit  -  tie  Stran-ger, 

Thou  didst  for  me  make  Thy    bed    in       a     stall. 
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slept   in       a  man  -  ger.    No  down  -  y     pil  -   low    un  -  der    His  head; 
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But  with  the  poor  He  slumbered  secure,  The  dear  lit-tle  Babe  in  His   bed 
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IT  IS  WELL  WITH  MY  SOUL 


H.  G.  Spaffork 
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1.  Whenpeace,like  a     riv-  er,   at  -  tend-eth  my  way,   When  sor-rows  like 

2.  Though  Sa-lan  should  buf  -  f et,  tho'   tri  -  als  should  come,  Let     this  blest  as- 

3.  My     sin —  oh,  the  bliss    of  this    glo  -  ri  -  ous  tho't — My     sin — not   in 

4.  And,  Lord,  haste  the  day  when  the  faith  shall  be  sight,  The  clouds  be  rolled 
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sea  -  bil  -  lows  roll;    What-ev-er   my   lot.  Thou  hast  taught  me  to   say, 
sur  -  ance  con-trol,    That  Christ  has  re-gard  -  ed    my  help  -  less  es  -  tate, 
part,  but  the  whole,  Is    nailed  to   the  cross  and    I    bear    it     no  more, 
back  as     a  scroll,  The  trump  shall  re-sound  and  the  Lord  shall  de-scend. 
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It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul. 
And  hath  shed  His  own  blood  for  my  soul. 
Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  0  my  soul! 
ven    so"--it      is  well  with  my  soul. 
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It  is     well with  my 

It   is    well 
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with  my    soul, 
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well,      it     is    well    with  my    sooL 
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20     THE  PEACE  THAT  MY  SAVIOR  HAS  GIVEN 
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1.  Like  the  fra-grance  of  flow  -  ers,  Like  the  soft  sam-mer  show-ers,  Is  the 

2.  Like  the  twi-light  comes  stealing,  Like  an  eve-ning  bell  peal-ing,  Is  the 

3.  Like  a  cloud  that  is    rift  -  ed,  Like  a    bur-den  that's  lift  -  ed.  Is  the 
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peace  that  my  Sav-ior  has  giv  -  en;  Like  the  dew  of  the  morn-ing  All  the 
peace  that  my  Sav  -  ior  has  giv  -  en;  Like  a  sun -set  of  splen-dor,  Like  a 
peace  that  my  Sav  -  ior  has  giv  -  en;   Like  a  rest  aft  -  er    sor-row,  Like  a 
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hill -sides  a-dorn-ing,  Is  the  peace  that  my  Sav-ior  has  giv  -  en. 
song  sweet  and  ten  -  der,  Is  the  peace  that  my  Sav  -  ior  has  giv  -  en. 
ju  -    bi  -  lant  mor-row,  Is  the  peace  that  my  Sav  -  ior  has  giv    -    en. 
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Peace  that  my  Savior  has  giv      •      en,      Peace  that  He  sendeth  from  heav    -    en;      As 
Peace  that       my  Sav-ior  has  giv  -  en,    Peace  that    He  sendeth  from  heaven; 
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high   as  the  mountain  and  deep  as  the  sea    Is  the  peace  Jesus  gives  to  me  (gives  to  me 
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THE  BEAUTIFUL  LAND 


F.  A.  F.  White,  Alt. 


From  Mark  M.  Jones 
Arr.  by  A.  T.  Hardy 
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1.  I    have  heard  of    a  land    On  a  far  a-way  strand — In     the    Bi  -  ble  the 

2.  There  are  ev  -  er-green  trees  Bending  low  in  the  breeze,  And  their  fruit-age  is 

3.  There's  a  home  in  that  land,  At  the  Father's  right  hand,  There  are  mansions  whose 
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sto  -  ry  is  told — Where  no  sor-row  shall  come,  Nei-ther  darkness  nor  gloom, 
bright-er  than  gold;  There  are  harps  for  our  hands  In  that  fair  -  est  of  lands, 
joys   are  un-told.     And  per-en-ni-al  spring  Where  the  birds  ev-er  sing, 
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And  noth-ing  there  ev-er  grows  old. 
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In  that  beau- ti-ful  land   On    a 
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far    a-way  strand,  No  storms  with  their  blasts  ev-er  frown;  The  streets,  I   am 
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told.   Are  paved  with  pure  gold,  And  the  sun  shall  nev-er     go    down. 
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HIS  EYE  IS  ON  THE  SPARROW 


Mrs.  C.  D.  Martin 
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1.  Why  should  I  feel  dis-cour-aged,  Why  should  the  shad-ows  come, 
2."Let  not  your  heart  be  troub-led,"  His  ten -der  word  I  hear, 
3.  When-ev  -  er     I      am  tempt-ed,  When-ev  -  er  clouds  a  -  rise, 


Why  should  my  heart  be  lone  -  ly, 
And    rest-ing  on    His  good- ness, 
When  song  gives  place  to  sigh-  ing, 
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And  long  for  heav'n  and  home,   When 
I       lose  my  doubts  and  fears;   Tho' 
When  hope  with-in    me    dies,     I 
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path  He  lead 
clos  -  er    to 
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My  con  -  stant  friend  is     He:  His 

But  one    step  I       may  see:  His 

From  care  He  sets    me    free;  His 
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me; 
me; 
me; 
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on  the  spar 
on  the  spar 
on    the  spar 
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row,  And  I  know  He  watch-es 

row,  And  I  know  He  watch-es 

row,  And  I  know  He  cares  for 
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eye  is 
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eye     is 
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row,  And  I  know  He  watch-es  me. 
row,  And  I  know  He  watch-es  me. 
row.        And    I  know  He  cares  for     me. 
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HIS  EYE  IS  ON  THE  SPARROW 


Chorus 
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I    sing  be-cause  I'm  hap-py,  ...  I    sing  be-cause  I'm  free,  .   . 

I'm  hap-py,  Pm  free, 
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For  His  eye   is    on  the  spar-  row,     And   I  know  He  watch-es    me 
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AN  EVENING  PRAYER 
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1.  If     I    have  wounded  an  -  y   soul    to  -  day,  If     I    have  caused  one  foot  to 

2.  If     I    have  ut-tered  i- die  words  or  vain,  If     I    have  turned  a  -  side  from 

3.  If     I    have  been  perverse,  or  hard  or  cold.  If     I    have  longed  for  shel-ter 

4.  For-give  the  sins  I  have  con-fessed  to  Thee;  For-give  the    se  -  cret  sins    I 
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go  a-stray,  If  I  have  walked  in  my  own  will-f ul  way,  Dear 
want  or  pain,  Lest  I  of-fend  some  oth-er  thru'  the  strain,  Dear 
in  Thy  fold.  When  Thou  hast  given  me  some  fort  to  hold.  Dear 
do    not  see;  0  guide  me,  love  me,  and  my  keep-er  be,   XX 


Lord, 
Lord, 
Lord, 
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for-give! 
for-give! 
for-give! 
A -men. 
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HEARTACHES 
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Rev.  A.  H.  Ackley 
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1.  When  your  heart  is    ach-ing,  turn  to    Je  -  sus, 

2.  There   is     joy    for    ev  -  'ry  blight-ing  sor  -  row, 

3.  Je    -  sus    un-der-stands,  what-e'erthetrou-ble, 
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He's  the  dear-est 
Sweet  re  -  lief  for 
And  He  waits  to 
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You  will  find  Him  standing  close  beside  you, 
Je  -  sus  Christ  is  still  the  great  Phy-si-cian, 
Will  you  trust  His  love  so  strong  and  tender, 


-i     -i-     -i-    -i-    ^^:^ 
Friend  that  you  can  know; 
ev    -     'ry  bit-ter  pain, 
heal  your  wound-ed  soul; 


%     h     h-^: 


Chorus     / 


Wait-ing  peace  and  com-fort  to  be  -  stow.  . 
No  one  ev  -  er  sought  His  help  in  vain.  . 
He      a  -  lone  can  make  your  spir-it    whole.   . 
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Heart-aches,  take  them  all  to 
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Je  -  sus,         Go    to  Him  to-day,  do    it  now  with-outde- lay;  Heart-aches, 
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take  them  all  to  Je  -  sus,      He  will  take  your  heartaches  all  a- way. 


He  will  take  them  all  a- way. 
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SOFTLY  AND  TENDERLY 

HOPE  PUB.  CO..  OWNERS 


Will  L.  Thompson 
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1.  Soft  -  ly  and  ten-der  -  ly  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call  -  ing  for  you  and  for    me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tarry  when  Jesus  is  plead-ing,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time  is  now  fleeting,  the  moments  are  passing,Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  Oh!  for  the  won-der-ful  love  He  has  promised,Promised  for  you  and  for  me; 
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See,  on  the  portals  He's  waiting  and  watching,  Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  His  mercies,  Mer-cies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gathering,  death-beds  are  coming,  Com-ing  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinned,  He  has  mercy  and  pardon.  Par-don  for  you  and  for    me. 
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Come  home,..      come  home, Ye  who  are  wear-y,  come  home;... 

Come  home,  come  home, 


^.    ^ 


S^ 


:^  .i^^^J:-    ^    ^    t:    t:t:-    P 


3£_jr_ 


:t5 


^ 


tt=tt 


l3^ 


fe^ 


it=t 


^^ 


Ear-nest-Iy, ten-der-ly,  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing,  0  sin-ner,  come  home! 
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I'LL  LIVE  FOR  HIM 


R.  E.  Hudson 


C.  R.  Dunbar 
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1.  jyiy  life,  my  love  I  give  toThee,  Thou  Lamb  of  God  who  died  for  me; 
2.1  now  be-lieve  Thou  dost  re-ceive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that  I  might  live; 
3.  0  Thou  who  died  on    Cal-va-ry,  To   save  my  soul  and  make  me  free, 
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Cho.-PZ/  live  for  Him  who   died  for  me,  How  hap- py  then    my     life  shall  he! 
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Oh,  may  I  ev  -  er  faith -lui  be.  My  Sav-ior  and  my  God. 
And  now  henceforth  I'll  trust  in  Thee,  My  Sav  -  ior  and  my  God! 
I'll     con -se- crate    my     life     to  Thee,   My   Sav-ior    and     my    God! 
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In  The  Cross  Of  Christ 


Sir  John  Boweino 


Ithamar  Conkey 
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1.  In       the  cross    of    Christ  I    glo  -  ry,  Tow-'ring  o'er  the  wrecks 

2.  When  the  woes    of   life    o'ertake  me,  Hopes  de-ceive,  and  fears 

3.  When  the  sun     of   bUss    is  beaming  Light  and  love    up  -  on 

4.  Bane  and  bless -ing,  pain  and  pleasure,      By    the  cross  are  sane  - 


of  time; 
an  -  noy, 
my  way, 
ti  -  fied; 
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Nev  -  er  shall  the 
From  the  cross  the 
Peace  is  there  that 
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sa    -    cred  sto  -  ry      Gath  -  ers  'round  its  head  sub  -  lime, 
cross    for-sake  me:      Lo!    it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
ra  -  diance  streaming  Adds  more  lus  -  ter    to     the   day. 
knows  no  measure,     Joys  that  thro'  all  time     a  -  bide. 
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28    BRIGHTEN  THE  CORNER  WHERE  YOU  ARE 

COPYRIGHT,    1913,   BY  HOMER  A.   RODEHEAVER 


Ina  Duley  Ogdon 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel 
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1.  Do    not  wait    un  -  til   some  deed  of  great-ness  you    may   do,    Do    not 

2.  Just    a-bove  are  cloud  -  ed  skies  that  you  may  help    to    clear,  Let  not 

3.  Here  for    all    your  tal  -  ent  you   may  sure  -  ly     find     a     need,  Here  re- 
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wait  to  shed  your  light  a  -  far, 
nar  -  row  self  your  way  de  -  bar, 
fleet  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star, 
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To  the  man  -  y  du  -  ties  ev  -  er  near  you 
Tho'  in  -  to  one  heart  a  -  lone  may  fall  your 
E  -  ven  from  your  humble  hand  the  bread  of 
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now  be  true,  Bright-en  the  cor- 
song  of  cheer,  Bright-en  the  cor- 
life   may  feed.  Bright-en  the  cor- 

?:    ?:    :g 


-S^ 


I 


ner  where  you   are. 

ner  where  you  are.  Bright-en  the 

ner  where  yon  are. 
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where    you      are!         Bright-en  the  cor-ner  where  you    are!  Some  one  far  from 

Shine  for  Je-sus  where  you  are ! 
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har-bor  you  may  guide  a-cross  the  bar,  Bright-en  the  cor-ner  where  you  are, 
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JUST  AS  I  AM 


Charlotte  Elliott 


William  B.  Bradbury 


1.  Just  as 

2.  Just  as 

3.  Just  as 

4.  Just  as 

5.  Just  as 
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am,  with -out  one  plea,  But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
am,  and    waiting  not      To    rid    my  soul  of    one  dark  blot, 
am»  tho'  tossed  a-bout  With  many  a    con-fiict,  many  a  doubt, 
am,  poor,wretched,blind;  Sight,  rich-es,  heal-ing    of    the  mind, 
am — Thou  wilt  re-ceive,  Wilt  welcome,  pardon, cleanse,  relieve; 
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And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 

To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot,0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 

Fight-ings  and  fears  with-in,  with-out,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 

Yea,     all     I      need  in  Thee  to    find,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 

Be  -  cause  Thy  promise     I     be-lieve,  0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I 
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come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
come! 
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1.  A  -  maz-ing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound,  That  saved  a  wretch  like  me!      I 
2. 'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear.  And  grace   my  fears  re-lieved;  How 

3.  Thro*  man- y     dan-gers,  toils  and  snares,  I    have    al-read-y  come;  'Tis 

4.  When  we've  been  there  ten  thousand  years,  Bright  shining  as    the  sun,  We've 
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once    was  lost,  but 
pre  -  ciousdid  that 
grace  hath  bro't  me 
no       less  days  to 
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now    am  found,  Was  blind,  but  now    I     see. 

grace  ap  -  pear   The  hour    I    first   be-lieved! 

safe    thus  far,   And  grace  will  lead  me  home. 

sing  God's  praise  Than  when  we  first  be  -  gun.    A-men. 
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THROW  OUT  THE  LIFE-LINE 


E.  S.  UPPOBD 
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1.  Throw  out    the  Life-  Line    a-  cross  the  dark  wave,There  is     a  broth-er  whom 

2.  Throw  out    the  Life-  Line  with  hand  quick  and  strong;  Why  do  you  tar  -  ry,  why 

3.  Throw  out    the  Life- Line    to  danger-fraught  men,  Sink-ing    in    an-guish  where 

4.  Soon    will    the  sea  -  son     of     res  -  cue    be  o'er,    Soon  will  they  drift  to     e  - 
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some  one  should  save ;  Some-bod  -  y's  broth  -  er  \   oh,    who  then  will  dare 
lin  -   ger     so    long  ?    See !  he       is    sink-  ing;    oh,    has  -  ten    to  -  day- 
youVenev-er   been,- Winds  of    temp-ta-tion    and    bil-lows  of    woe 
ter   -    ni  -  t/s  shore,  Haste  then,  my  broth-  er,     no   time   for    de  -  lay, 
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throw  out    the  Life-  Line,  his     per  -  il       to  share  ?' 

out     with    the  Life-  Boat !  a  -  way,  then,    a  -  way !  .   _, 

soon  hurl  them  out  where  the   dark  wa  -  ters  flow.  ^  Throwout  the  Life-Lmel 

throw  out    the  Life-  Line  and    save  them  to  -  day. 
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Throw  out    the  Life-Line!  Someone    is  drift-ing      a-  way;   Throw  out    the 
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Line !  Throw  out    the  Life-Line !  Some-one     is    sink-ing      to  -  day. 
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O  BEULAH  LAND 


Jno.  R.  Sweney 
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1.  I've  reached  the  land  of  corn  and  wine,  And    all     its  rich  -  es    free  -  ly  mine; 

2.  My    Sav  -  ior  comes  and  walks  with  me,  And  sweet  com-mun-ion  here  have  we; 

3.  A    sweet  per-fume  up  -  on  the  breeze  Is    borne  from  ev  -  er  -  ver  -  nal  trees, 

4.  The  zeph- yrs  seem  to  float  to    me,   Sweet  sounds  of  Heaven's  mel-o  -  dy, 
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Here  shines  undimmed  one  bliss-fnl  day,  For      all  my  night  has  passed  a  -  way. 

He     gen -tly  leads  me    by    His  hand,  For    this    is  Heav-en's  bor-der-land. 

And  flow'rs,  that  nev-er  -  fad  -  ing  grow ,  Where  streams  of  life  for  -  ev  -  er   flow. 

As     an-gels  with  the  white-robed  throng  Join    in    the  sweet  Ee-demp-tion  song. 
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0  Beu -lah  Land,  sweet  Beu-lah  Land,  As   on    thy  high -est  mount  I   stand, 
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I  look    a- way     a- cross  the  sea,  Where  mansions  are  pre-pared  for  me,  And 
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view  the  shin  -  ing    glo  -  ry-shore,— MyHeav'n,myhome  for  -  ev  -  er-more! 
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33  ONWARD,  CHRISTIAN  SOLDIERS 

Sabihk  BABiNa-GouxD  Arthur  Sullivam 


ll^S 


^ h 


at 


¥2- 


^S=^ 


On- ward,  Christian  sol  -  diers!  Marching  as    to    war,  With  the  cross  of 
Like  a  might  -  y    ar    -    myMovestheChurchof  God;  Brothers,  we  are 
Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish,  Kingdoms  rise  and  wane;  But  the  Church  of 
On-ward,  then,  ye  geo  -  pie!   Join  our  happy  throng;  Blend  with  ours  your 
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Je    -    sus      Go  -  ing    on    be  -  fore;  Christ,  the  roy  -  al    Mas  -  ter, 

tread  -  ing  Where  the  saints  have  trod;   We    are  not    di  -  vid    -  ed, 

Je    -    sus      Con-stant  will  re  -  main;  Gates  of    hell  can  nev    -  er 

voic    -    es       In    the     tri-umph  song;  Glo  -  ry,  laud,  and  hon    -  or, 
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Leads  a-gainst  the  foe;  For-ward  in  -  to    bat  -  tie.  See,  His  banners   go! 
All     one  bod  -  y    we;    One    in  hope  and  doc  -  trine.  One  in  char  -  i  -  ty. 
'Gainst  that  Church  prevail;  We  have  Christ's  own  promise.  Which  can  never  fail. 
Un  -  to  Christ  the  King;  This  thro' countless  a  -  ges  Men  and  an -gels  sing. 
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On-ward,  Chris-tian    sol 
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With   the  cross    of       Je 
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A.  H.  A. 


A  MEMORY 

COPYRIGHT,    1928,   BY  HOMER  A.    RODEHEAVER 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED 


A.  H.  Ackley 
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1.  With  -  in    my  heart  I     hold    a    fade-less  mem  -  o  -  ry,     The  dear-est 

2.  He       lov  -  ing  -  ly    for  -  gave  me    all    my  wast  -  ed  years,  And  filled  my 

3.  No    chang-ing  scenes  of  earth  can  steal  my  Lord    a  -  way,    No  veil  but 
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mem  -  o  -  ry  I  know, 
soul  with  peace  di  -  vine; 
sin     can  find     His     face; 
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Such  love  as      I    had  nev  -  er  known  dis- 
He      is     my    ev  -  er-last-ing strength  from 
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-  ing  grace. 


Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Whose 
pelled  my  fears.  When 
day      to    day,  And 


heart  was  bro  -  ken    by     my     sin 
Je  -  sus  Christ  transformed  this  life 
I      am    kept    by     His     a  -  bound 
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dear  mem-o  -  ry, 

m — ft. 


£ 


^^ 


m± 


I 


i=t 


p  i>  i^  I 


j    P    P    I      P=1X 


H 


i 


■)    b 


ri 


#=i: 


i^-^h':  n^-jL^r^  ;mj  j 


3=? 


P     1;     t)      -      -  -     ^'-^ 

When  I    was   lost  the  Sav  -  ior  found  me, 
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leads  me  back  to    Cal  -  va  -  ry; 
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Put  His  lov - ing  arms  a-round  me, 'Tis    a  mem-o-  ry    that  nev-er  fades. 
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35  SWEET  HOUR  OF  PRAYER 
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1.  Sweet  hour  of  pray 'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  sweet  hour  of  pray'r!  Thy  wings  shall  my  pe  -  ti  -  tion  bear 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r  I  sweet  hour  of  pray'r  I  May  I     thy  con  -  so  -  la  -  tion  share , 
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Andhids  me  at  my  Father's  throne  Make  all  my  wants  and  wish 
To  Him  whose  truth  and  faith  -  ful-ness  En-gage  the  wait  -  ing  soul 
Till,from  Mount  Pisgah's  loft  -  y  height,  I  view    my  home,  and  take 
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In  sea- 
And  since 
This  robe 


sons  of  dis-tress  and  grief,  My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found 
He  bids  me  seek  His  face,  Be-lieve  His  word  and  trust 
of  flesh   I'll  drop  and  rise     To  seize  the    ev  -  er  -  last 


Tnis  robe    of  flesh   ill  drop  and  rise     To  seize  tne    ev  -  er  - 
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His  grace, 

ing  prize; 
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And  oft 
I'U  cast 
And  shout. 
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escaped  the  tempter's  snare  By  thy  re-turn,  sweet  hour 
on  Him  my  ev  -  'ry  care,  And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour 
while  passing  thro' the  air,  Fare weU,  farewell,  sweet  hour 
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MY  FAITH  LOOKS  UP  TO  THEE 


Ray  Palmeb 


Lowell  Mason 
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1.  My    faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal  -  va  -  ry,    Sav  -  ior  di  -  vine;  Now  hear  me 

2.  May     Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart,  My  zeal  in-spire;    As  Thou  hast 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,  And  griefs  around  me  spread.  Be  Thou  my  Guide;  Bid  darkness 
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I  pray, 
for  me, 
to  day. 


Take  all  my  sin      a -way,     0     let  me  from  this  day  Bewhol-ly    Thine! 

0    may  my  love    to  Thee,  Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, — A    liv  -  ing    fire! 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a  -  way.  Nor    let  me  ev  -  er  stray  From  Thee  a  -  side. 
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SING  AND  SMILE  AND  PRAY  THE 
CLOUDS  AWAY 


COPYRIGHT,   1034,  BY  HOMER  A.   RODEHEAVER 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED 


Written  by  The  Brocks 
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1.  Sing  the  clouds  a  -  way,    night  will  turn  to   day;        If     you  sing  and 

2.  Smile  the  clouds  a  -  way,    night  will  turn   to    day;        If     you  smile  and 
4.  Sing  and  smile  and  pray,  that's  the    on  -  ly  way;       If     you  sing  and 
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sing   and  sing,  You'll  sing  the  clouds  a  -  way. 

smile  and  smile,You'll  smile  the  clouds  a  -  way.     3.  Pray  the  clouds  a  -  way, 

smile  and  pray,  You'll  drive  the  clouds  a  -  way. 
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Pray  and  pray  and  pray;  Night  will  turn  to  day,  No  mat-  ter  what  they  say. 
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WHERE  DREAMS  COME  TRUE 


Rev.  Oswald  J.  Smith 

Solo 


COPYRIGHT,    1935,   BY  HOMER  A.    RODEHEAVER 
INTERNATIONAL  COPYRIGHT  SECURED 
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1.  I'm  long  -  ing,  dear  Lord,  for    that    ha  -  ven, 

2.  My  dreams  have  been  shat-tered,  and   per  -  ished 

3.  The   fac  -   es      of    those  who  have  loved  me, 

4.  And  soon  will    the    voy  -  age    be      o  -  ver. 


Where  we  shall  be 
Be  -  neath  the  rough 
In      days  of  the 
The   heav -  en  -  ly 
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trou-bled  no     more,  .    . 

waves  of  life's  sea,  .  .   . 

long,  long  a  -  go,    .  .    . 

port  come  in     sight,  .    . 
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Like  trav-el  -  ers  out    on  the    o  -  cean 
And  yet  in  that  calm,  peaceful  slumber  , 
Be  -  yond  the  dark  wa  -  ters  as  -  sure  me, 
And  there  I  shall  an-  chot  for  -  ev  -  er. 
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Who  long  for  the  home  on  the  shore.     . 
I'll    find  their  ful-fiU-ment  in    Thee.    .  . 
A  -  gain    I  shall  see  them,  I    know.  .  . 
And  dwell  in  the  Cit  -  y     of    Light.  . 


.   Where  my  dreams     will    come 


39  BEAU  1 IFUL  VALLEY  OF  EDEN 

Walter  O.  Cushing  William  F.  Sherwin 
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1.  Bean  -  ti  -  M  val-ley    of     E  -  den!  Sweet  is    thy  noon -tide    calm; 

2.  0    -    ver  the  heart  ot  the  monm-er    Shin  -  eth  thy  gold  -  en      day, 

3.  There  is    the  home  of  my  Sav  -  ior;   There,  with  the  blood-washed  throng, 
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0  -  ver  the  heart  of  the 
Waft-ing  the  songs  of  the 
0  -   ver  the   high-lands  of 


wea  -  ry     Breath-ing  thy  waves  of     balm, 
an  -  gels   Down  from  the  far  -   a  -  way. 
glo  -  ry     Roll  -  eth   the  great  new    song. 
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Bean-ti-fal  val-ley    of    E  -  den,  Home  of  the  pure  and   blest 
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oft  -  en    a  -  mid  the  wild  bil  -  lows    I  dream  of    thy  rest,  sweet  rest! 
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ON  JORDAN'S  STORMY  BANKS 
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SXMUKL  STEKNBTT 


Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh 
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1.  On    Jor-dan's    stormy    banks     I  stand,  And  cast     a  wish-fd     eye 

2.  All  o'er  those    wide,  ex -tend  -  ed  plains  Shines  one  e    -  ter-nal    day; 

3.  No  chill -ing    winds,  nor  pois'nous  breath.  Can  reach  that  healthful  shore; 

4.  When  shall  I      reach  that  hap  -  py  place,  And  be     for  -  ev  -  er    blest? 
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ON  JORDAN'S  STORMY  BANKS 


To  Ca-naan's  fair  and  hap-  py  land,  Where  my  pos  -  ses-sions  lie. 
There  God,  the  Son,  for  -  ev  -  er  reigns.  And*  scat-ters  night  a  -  way. 
Sick  -  ness  and  sor-row,  pain  and  death.  Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 
When  shall  I      see   my   Fa-ther's  face,  And      in     His     bos  -  om  rest? 
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D.  S.-O    who    will  come  and  go    with   me?  I  am  bound  for  the  promised  land, 
Eefeain  ^   ,      .' — Z     ^  ^   ,  D.  S. 


I  am  bound  for  the  promised  land, I  am  bomid  for  the  promised  land. 

promised  land, 
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Isaac  Watts 
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Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason 
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1.  When  I    sur-vey    the  won-drous  cross  On  which  the  Prince  of    glo-ry     died, 

2.  For  -  bid  it.  Lord,  that    I  should  boast  Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  Lord; 

3.  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feet,  Sor-row  and  love    flow  min  -  gled  down; 

4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of  na  -  tare  mine,  That  were  a  pres  -  ent    far    too  small: 
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My   rich-estgain    I     count  but    loss.  And  pour  contempt  on    all    my 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most,    I     sac  -  ri  -  fice  them  to     His 
Did  e'er  such  love  and    sor-row  meet.  Or  thorns  compose  so  rich,  a 
Love  so    a-maz-ing,   so     di  -  vine,  Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my 


pride, 
blood, 
crown? 
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42  HOW  TEDIOUS  AND  TASTELESS 

John  Newton  Louis  Edson 
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1.  How    .  te-dious  and  tasteless  the  hours  When  Je-sns  nolon-ger    I     see! 

2.  His  name  yields  the  rich-est  per-fume,   And  sweet-er  than  mu  -  sic  His  voice; 

3.  Con  -  tent  with  be-hold-ing  His  face,     My     aU    to    His  pleasure  re-signed, 

4.  Dear  Lord,  if     in-deed    I    am  Thine,    If    Thou  art    my  sun  and  my  song, 
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Sweet  prospects,sweet  birds.and  sweet  flow'rs,Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  for  me. 
His     pres-ence  dis  -  pers  -  es    my  gloom,  And  makes  all  with-in     me    re  -  joice: 
No    chang-es     of     sea -son    or  place  Would  make  an- y  change  in  my  mind: 
Say,    why  do      I     lan-gnish  and  pine.    And  why  are  my  win-ters    so  long? 
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The  mid-sum-mer  sun  shines  but  dim;  The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay; 
I  should,  were  He  al-ways  thus  nigh.  Have  noth-ing  to  wish  or  to  fear; 
While  blest  with  a  sense  of  His  love,  A  pal -ace  a  toy  would  ap-pear; 
Oh,  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky;  Thy    soul-cheering  presence  re  -  store; 
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But  when  I    am  hap-py  in  Him,  De-cem-ber's  as  hap  -  py    as  May. 

Ko   mor-tal  so  hap-py  as    1;    My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 

And  prisons  would  pal-a-ces  prove.  If     Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

Or  take  me  un-to  Thee  on  high,  Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more.    A-men, 
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HELP  SOMEBODY  TO-DAY 

Copyright,  1932.    Renewal.    Homer  A.  Rodeheaver,  Owner 


Mrs.  Frank  M.  Breok 


Chas.  H.  Gabrikl 
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1.  Look  all     around  you,  find  some  one  in  need, 

2.  Man  -  y    are  wait-  ing    a    kind,  lov-  ing  word, 

3.  Man  -  y  have  bur-dens  too  heav  -  y    to  bear, 

4.  Some  are  dis-cour-aged  and  wea  -  ry    in  heart, 


^==3 


Help  somebod-y 
Help  somebod-y 
Help  somebod-y 
Help  somebod-y 


to  -  day! 

to  -  day! 

to  -  day! 

to  -  day! 
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Tho'     it     be    lit  -  tie—  a  neigh-bor  -  ly  deed—  Help  somebody  to  -  day ! 

Thou  hast    a  mes-sage,  O     let     it    be  heard,   Help  somebod-y  to  -  day ! 

Grief    is    the  por-tion   of  some  ev-'ry  where.  Help  somebod-y  to  •   day! 

Some  one  the  jour-ney  to  heav-en  should  start.  Help  somebod-y  to  -  day  ! 
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Help  somebod  -  y     to-  day, Some-bod -y     a-long  life's    way; Let 

to  -  day,  homeward  way ; 
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sor-  row  be  end-ed,  The  friendless  befriended,  Oh,  help  somebody  to  -  day ! 
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ROCK  OF  AGES 


AUGCSTUS  M.  TOPLAD7 
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1.  Rock   of     A  -  ges,  cleft  for  me,      Let    me  hide     my -self  in 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er  flow,     Could  my  zeal      no    lan-guor 

3.  While  1   draw  this  fleet- ing  breath,  When  my  eyes  shall  close  in 


Thee; 
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Let     the  wa   -  ter   and   the  blood,  From  Thy  wound-ed  side  which  flowed. 
These  for  sin    could  not     a  -  tone;   Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  a   -  lone: 
When  1   rise      to  worlds  un- known.  And    be  -  hold  Thee  on   Thy  throne, 
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Be  of  sin  the  doub  -  le  cure,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
In  my  hand  no  price  I  bring,  Sim  -  ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 
Eock  of    A  -  ges,  cleft   for    me.    Let     me  hide     my  -  self   in    Thee. 
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John  Fawcett 


BLEST  BE  THE  TIE 


Hans  G.  Nakgeli 
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1.  Blest  be     the      tie    that  binds    Our  hearts  in  Christian    love;     The 

2.  Be    -  fore  our     Fa- ther's  throne,  We  pour  our  ar  -  dent  pray' rs;  Our 

3.  We  share  our     mu  -  tual  woes,    Our  mu  -  tual  bur-dens    bear;    And 

4.  When  we      a    -   sun-der    part,      It  gives  us  in -ward   pain;    But 
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f  el  -  low  -  ship      of    kin  -  dred  minds  Is     like       to 

fears,  our   hopes,  oar  aims    are  one,     Our  com  -  forts 

oft  -    en    for      each  oth  -   er  flows   The  sym  -  pa  ■ 

we      shall  still      be    joined  in  heart,  And  hope     to 
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COME,  YE  DISCONSOLATE 
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Thomas  Moore,  Thomas  Hastings     ALMA    11.  10.  11.  10. 
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1.  Come,    ye    dis-con  -  so -late,      wher-e'er  ye     languish 

2.  Joy        of    the  des  -  o  -  late,      hght    of    the    straying, 

3.  Here     see  the  bread  of   Ufe;      see      wa-ters    flow-ing 


;  Come  to  the 
Hope  of  the 
F^h  from  the 
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mer  -  cy  seat, 
pen  -  i  -  tent, 
throne  of    God, 


fer  -  vent  -  ly  kneel;      Here  bring  your  wound-ed  hearts, 
fade  -  less  and  pure,       Here  speaks  the   Com  -  fort  -  er, 
pure    from     a -bove;      Come       to  the  feast    of  love; 
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here  tell  your 
ten  -  der-ly 
come,  ev-er 


an-guish;  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heav'n  cannot  heal, 
say-ing,  '  'Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heav'n  cannot  cure. ' ' 
knowing    Earth  has  no  sor-row  but  heav'n  can  remove.  A-men. 
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JESUS,  SAVIOR,  PILOT  ME 


Edward  Hopper 
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1.  Je    -  SOS,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot    me         0  -  ver  life's  tem-pes-tnous  sea; 

2.  As        a   moth  -  er     stills  her  child,  Thou  canst  hush  the    o  -  cean  wild; 

3.  When  at   last       I      near  the  shore,    And   the  fear  -  M  break-ers  roar 
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TJn-known  waves  be-fore  me  roll, 
Boist'rous  waves  o-bey  Thy  will 
'Twixt  me  and     the  peaceful  rest, 


_  I 

Hid  -  ing  rock  andtreach'rous  shoal; 
When  Thou  say 'st  to  them, '  'Be  stiU! " 
Then,  while  leaning    on  Thy  breast. 


rs-j 


W 


t 


'-^^=t. 


-^ 


5=1 


^ 


t=f=t 


sa 


•«- 


Chart  and  corn-pass  came  from  Thee;  Je-sns,  Sav-ionr,  pi -lot  me. 
Wondrous Sov'reign of      the  sea,     Je-sns,  Sav-ionr,  pi -lot  me. 
May     I  hear  Thee  say     to    me,"Fearnot,  I    will   pi -lot  thee."  a- men. 
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MUST  JESUS  BEAR  THE  CROSS  ALONE? 


48 


Thos.  Shefeebd 


Geo.  N.  Allen 
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1.  Most  Je-sns  bear   the  cross    a  -  lone,  And  all     the  world  go     free? 

2.  How  hap -py  are     the  saints  a  -  bove,  Who  once  went  sor-rowing  here! 

3.  The  con  -  se  -  era  -  ted  cross  I'll   bear,  Till  death  shall  set   me     free; 

4.  Up -on     the  crys- tal  pave"ment,down,At   Je  -  sus' pierc -  ed     feet, 
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MUST  JESUS  BEAR  THE  CROSS  ALONE? 
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No,  there's  a    cross  for    ev  -  'ry    one,  And  there's  a  cross  for    me. 
But    now  they  taste  un-min-gled  love,  And    joy   with-out     a     tear. 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to    wear,  For  there's  a  crown  for  me. 
Joy  -  ful,  I'll  cast  my  gold  -  en  crown,  And   His  dear  name  re  -  peat. 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby 


NEAR  THE  CROSS 

COPYRIGHT.  1890,  BY  W.  H.  OOANE 


W.  H.  Doan* 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  keep 

2.  Near  the  cross, 

3.  Near  the  cross! 

4.  Near  the  cross 

me 
a 
0  I 

ruv 

near   the  cross, 
trem-bling  soul, 
jamb    of    God, 
ratch  and  wait, 

r-# ^ 

There  a  pre  -  cious  foun  -  tain 
Love  and  mer  -  cy  found    me; 

Bring  its  scenes  be  -  fore  me; 
Hop  -  ing,  trust-ing     ev  -    er, 
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Free     to      all —    a     heal 
There  the  Bright  and  Morn 
Help    me  walk  from  day 
Till       I    reach    the  gold- 

-#-  -F-         -0-  - 


t% 


•  ing  stream,  Flows  from  Cal-v'ry's  moun  -  tain. 
■  ing  Star      Sheds  its  beams   a  -  round    me. 

to     day.      With   its  shad-ows    o'er     me. 

en  strand,    Just    be-yond  the     riv  -  er. 
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In      the  cross. 
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Till   my  lap-tured    soul  shall  find 
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Eest    be-yond  the     riv  -    er. 
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SWEETER  AS  THE  YEARS  GO  BY 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M* 


COPYRIGHT,    1912,  BY  CHAS.   H.  GABRIEL 
HOMER  A.  ROOEHEAVER,  OWNER 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris 
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1.  Of       Je-sus' love  that  sought  me,  When  I    was  lost    in    sin;     Of  won-drous 

2.  He    trod     in  old    Ju-de  -  a  Life's  pathway  long  a  -  go;    The  peo  -  pie 

3.  'Twas  wondrous  love  which  led  Him  For  us      to  suf  -  f  er  loss —  To  bear  with  • 
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grace  that  brought  me  Back  to  His  fold  a  -  gain;  Of  heights  and  depths  of 
thronged  a -bout  Him,  His  sav  -  ing  grace  to  know;  He  healed  the  bro-ken - 
out         a     mur-mur,  The     an-guishof   the  [^cross;  With  saints  redeemed  in 
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mer  -  cy,  Far  deep  -  er  than  the  sea,  And  high  -  er  than  the  heaven's,  My 
heart-ed,  And  caused  the  blind  to  see;  And  still  His  great  heart  yearneth  In 
glo  -  ry,   Let    us    ourvoic-es     raise.  Till  heav'n  and  earth  re-ech -o    With 
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theme  shall  ev  -  er  be. 
love  for  e  -  ven  me. 
our      Redeemer's  praise. 

i.  i'  ^  ^  J 


Sweet -er    as     the  years  go     by, 

Sweet      -      er  as     tlie  years  go     by,  'Tia 
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Sweet-er     as     the  years  go    by;  Bich-er,    full-er, 

sweet       -      er  as       the    years   go        by; 


deep  -  er, 
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SWEETER  AS  THE  YEARS  GO  BY 
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Je  -  sus'  love       is  sweet  -  er,    Sweet  -  er    as      the  years    go       by. 
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Hattie  E. 


I'M  A  CHILD  OF  THE  KING 


Buell 


Rev.  John  B.  Sumner,  arr. 
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1.  My    Fa  -  ther  is    rich    in  hous  -  es  and  lands,  He  hold  -  eth  the  wealth  of  the 

2.  My    Fa-ther's  own  Son,  the  Sav  -  ior  of    men,  Once  wandered  on  earth  as  the 

3.  I      once  was  an    out  -  cast  stranger  on  earth,    A    sin  -  ner  by  choice,  and  an 

4.  A      tent    or     a    cot  -  tage  why  should  I  care  ?  They're  building  a  pal  -  ace  for 
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world  in  His 
poor  -  est  of 
al  -  ien  by 
me       o  -  ver 


hand !    Of    ru  -  bies  and  diamonds,  of    sil  -  ver  and  gold.      His 
them.    But  now  He    is  plead-ing  our  par  -  don  on  high.     That 
birth ;    But  I've  been  a  -  dopt  -  ed,  my  name's  written  down.  An 
there ;  Tho'  ex  -  iled  from  home,    yet,    still    I    may  sing :    All 
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cof  -  f  ers  are 
we    may  be 
heir    to    a 
glo  -  ry  to 


full.    He  has  rich  -  es     un-told.   x 

His  when  He  comes  by  and  by.     /  t,^     „  „t,;i^  «*  4.u«  xrx^r.    a 

man-sion,  a    robe  and  a  crown.  C  ^"^    ^  ^^^^^  ^^  the  King,  A 
God,    I'm    a  child    of   the  King.  ^  -#-•-#-  -#- 
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child    of   the  King :  With  Je  -  sus  my  Sav  -  ior    I'm    a  child    of     the  King. 
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BLESSED  ASSURANCE 


Fakny  J.  Crosby 


Used  by  permission 


Mm.  Jos.  F.  Khajp 
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1.  Bless-ed    as -sur-ance,  Je -sus    is     mine!      0  what  a    fore-taste    of 

2.  Per -feet  sub-mis -sion,  per-fect    de  -light,    Vi-sions  of    rap -tore   now 

3.  Per  -  feet  sub-mis  -  sion,  all    is     at     rest,        I     in   mySav-ior     am 
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glo  -  ry    di  -  vine!  Heir  of    sal  -  va  -  tion,  purchase  of     God,  Born  of    His 
burst  on  my    sight!  Angels  de-scend-ing,  bringfroma  -  bove  Ech-oes    of 
hap  -  py  and    blest;  Watching  and  waiting,  look-ing    a  -  bove.  Filled  with  His 
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Spir  -  it,  washed  in    His    blood. 

mer  -  cy,    whis-pers  of     love.       This    is     my 

good-ness,  lost    in    His    love. 
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song,    Prais  -  ing    my    Sav  -  ior    all     the    day     long;    This    is      my 
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sto  -  ry,    this  is    my    song,  Praising  my  Sav  -  ior    all  the  day   long. 
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I  LOVE  TO  TELL  THE  STORY 


Katherine  Hahzey 


William  G.  Fischer 
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I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry    Of    un  -  seen  things  a -bow,   Of     Je  -  sns 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  More  won-der  -  ful      it  seems  Than  all     the 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry; 'Tis  pleas-ant  to       re  -  peat  What  seems  each 

I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  For  those  who  know  it    best  Seem  hun  -  ger - 
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and  His  glo-ry,  Of  Je-sus  and  His  love,  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry, 
gold -en  fan-cies  Of  all  our  golden  dreams.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto-ry, 
time  I  tell  it,  More  won-der-ful  -  ly  sweet.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry; 
ing    and  thirsting    To  hear  it  like  the  rest.  And  when,  in  scenes  of  glo -ry, 
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Becanse  I  know 'tis  trae,    It    sat -is-fies  my  longings,  As  nothing  else  can  do. 
It     did  so  much  for  me;  And  that  is  just  the  rea-son     I    tell    it  now  to  thee 
For  some  have  never  heard  The  message  of  salvation  From  God's  own  holy  word. 
I    sing  the  new,  new  song,  'Twill  be  the  old,  old  story,  That  I  have  loved  so  long. 
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I      love   to    tell    the    sto  -  ry!     'Twill  be     my  theme  in     glo  -  ry 
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To     tell     the    old,  old    sto  -  ry 
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Of      Je  -  SOS    and     His  love. 
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RESCUE  THE  PERISHING 


Fanny  J.  Crosby 


William  H.  Doane 
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1.  Res  -  cue  t!ie  per  -  ish-ing,  Care  for    the  dy-ing,  Snatch  them  in  pit  -  y  from 

2.  Tho'  they  are  slighting  Him,  Still  He   is  wait-ing,  Wait-ing  the  pen  -  i  -  tent 

3.  Down  in    the  human  heart, Crushed  by  the  tempter,  Feelings  lie  hur  -  led  that 

4.  Res  -  cue  the  per -ish-ing,  Du-ty     demands  it,  Strength  for  thy  la-bor  the 
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sin       and  the  grave;  Weep  o'er  the  err-ing  one,    Lift     up  the  fall  -  en, 
child     to     re-ceive;  Plead  with  them  earn-est-ly,    Plead  with  them  gen-tly; 
grace  can    re-store;  Touched  by    a    lov -ing  heart, Wak-ened  by  kind- ness, 
Lord    will  pro- vide;    Back     to  the  nar-rowway     Pa  -  tient-ly  win  them; 
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Tellthem  of    Je  -  sus  the  might -y     to  save. 
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He    will    forgive     if  they  on  -  ly    be-lieve. 

Res- 

cue  the  per -ish-ing, 

Chords  that  are  bro-ken  will    vi-brate  once  more. 

Tell  the  poorwand'rer  a     Sav-iourhas  died. 
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Care    for  the    dy-ing;      Je  -  sus    is  mer-ci-ful,      Je  -sus  will  save. 
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THE  CLEANSING  WAVE 


Mrs.  Phoebe  Palmer 


Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp 
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1.  Oh,  now    I     see    the  crim -son  wave,  The  foun-tain  deep  and 

2.  I        see  the  new   ere  -   a  -  tion  rise,     I    hear  the  speak-ing 

3.  I       rise    to    walk  in  heav'n's  own  light,  A  -  hove  the  world  and 

4.  A  -  maz-ing  grace! 'tis  heav'n  be -low,    To  feel  the  blood  ap - 


wide; 

blood; 

sin; 

plied; 
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Je  -  sus,  my  Lord,  might- y     to    save,  Points  to    His  wound-ed    side. 
It    speaks!  pol  -  lut  -   ed     na  -  ture  dies — Sinks  'neath  the  crim  -  son  flood. 
With  hearts  made  pure  and  garments  white,  And  Christ  en-throned  with -in. 
And    Je  -  sus,    on  -  ly     Je  -  sus  know.  My       Je  -  sus    cru  -  ci  -  fied. 
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The  cleansing  stream  I     see,    I    see!    I  plunge,  and  oh,    it  cleanseth  me; 
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Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleans-eth  me,  It  cleans-eth  me,  yes,  cleans-eth  me 
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MY  WONDERFUL  DREAM 


Jessie  Brown  Pounds 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel 
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1.  There's  a  dream  that  I  dream,  of  my  Sav-ior  di-vine,  And  I  know  that  my 

2.  There  is  sweet  com-pen-sa  -  tion  for  heart-ache  and  loss  In  the  hope  that  is 

3.  It       will  still    be  my  stay  when  the  fash-ions  of  earth  In  the  mist   are  dis- 
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dream  will  come  true;      At  the  morn,  in  the  night,  comes  the  vi-sion  of  light, 
giv  -    en    to      me;       I  shall  quick-ly  for  -  get  how  the  road  was  be  -  set, 
solv  -  ing    a  -  way;      For  the  pass-age  of  death  will  be    on  -  ly    a  breath — 
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With  a  prom-ise    e  -  ter  -  nal  -  ly    new. 

When  the  King  in  His  beau-ty     I      see.       0  this  won-der-ful  dream  is    a 

But  a  breath,  and  my  dream  shall  come  trne . 
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se-cret  of  grace,  And  I  woald  that  this  se-cret  yea  knew;  .   .   .    Fori 

that  you  knew;    k    b 
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dream  that  at  last  I  shall  look  on  His  face,  And  I  know  that  my  dream  will  come  true. 
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LOWER  LIGHTS 
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1.  Bright-ly  beams  our  Father's  mer-cy    From  His  lighthouse  ev  -  er-more; 

2.  Dark  the  night  of    sin  has  set-tied,  Loud  the    an  -  gry  bil-lows  roar: 

3.  Trim  your  fee  -  ble  lamp,  my  brother!  Some  poor  sea  -  man,  tempest-tossed, 
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But  to  us  He  gives  the  keeping  Of  the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 
Ea-gereyes  are  watching,  longing.  For  the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 
Try  -  ing  now       to  make  the  har-bor,     In     the  darkness  may     be    lost. 
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Let     the  low-  er  lights  be  burning!  Send    a  gleam     a -cross  the  wave! 
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Some  poor  faint -ing,  Struggling  seaman  You  may  res-cue,  you     may  save. 
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58      WHEN  THEY  RING  THE  GOLDEN  BELLS 
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1.  There's  a    land  beyond  the  riv-er,  That  we  call  the  sweet  for-ev-er,  And  we 

2.  We    shall  know  no  sin    or  sor-row,    In  that  ha-ven    of   tomorrow,  When  our 

3.  When  our  days  shall  know  their  number,  When  in  death  we  sweetly  slumber, When  the 
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on  -  ly  reach  that  shore  by  faith's  decree;  One  by  one  we'll  gain  the  portals, There  to 
barque  shall  sail  beyond  the  sil-ver  sea;  We  shall  on  -  ly  know  the  blessing  Of  our 
King  commands  the  spirit  to    be  free;  Nev-er-more  with  anguish  laden.  We  shall 
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dwell  with  the  immortals.  When  they  ring  the  golden  bells  for  you  and 
Father's  sweet  caressing.  When  they  ring  the  golden  bells  for  you  and 
reach  that  love-ly  Aiden,  When  they  ring  the  golden  bells  for  you  and 
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you  and  me. 
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D.S.-yond  the  shin-ing  riv-er,  When  they  ring  the  gold-en  hells  for  you  and  me. 
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Don't  you  hear  the  bells  now  ringing, Don't  you  hear  the  angels  singing?  'Tis  the 
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glory  hal-le  -  lu-jah  Ju-bi-lee.  ( Ju-bi-lee.  )In  that  far-off  sweet  forever,  Just  be 
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GOOD  NIGHT  AND  GOOD  MORNING 
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1.  When  comes  to    the  wea  -  ry      a  bless -ed     re -lease,  When  upward    we 

2.  When  fad  -  eth  the    day   and  dark  shadows  draw  nigh,  With  Christ  close  at 

3.  When  home-lights  we  see  shin-ing  bright-ly      a  -  hove,  Where  we  shall    be 
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pass  to  His  kingdom  of  peace,  When  free  from  the  woes  that  on  earth  we  must  bear, 
hand,   it    is  not  death  to  die;  He'll  wipe  ev-'ry   tear,  roll  a-way  ev-'ry  care; 
soon,  thro'  His  wonderful  love, We'll  praise  Him  who  called  us  His  heaven  to  share, 
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We'll  say"good-night,  "here,  but  "good-morning  "up  there. 

We'll  say  "good-night,  "here,  but"good-morning"up  there.  Good  mornlBgup  there  where 

We'll  say" good-night,  "here,  but'  'good-morning'  'up  there. 
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Christ  is  tlie  Liglit, Good-morning  up  there  where  Cometh  no  night;When  we'step  from  this 
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earth  to  God's  heaven  so  fair,  We'll  say'  'good-night"here,but'  'good-morning"up  there. 
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1.  There    is    mu-sic    in   the  air,    I     can  hear  it    ev-'ry-where,  Je-sus 

2.  Hills  and  val-leys  voice  their  praise,  Birds  and  flow'rs  their  carols  raise,  Je  -  sos 

3.  Night  re  -  peats  the  wondrous  song,  Moon  and  stars  the  strains  prolong,  Je  -  sus 
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set  the  world  to  singing  when  He  came;  Sons  of  men  in  tune-fnl  lay  Love's  sweet 
set  the  world  to  singing  when  He  came;  Dawn  and  son-set  glo  -  ri  -  fy  Him  Who 
set  the  world  to  singing  when  He  came;  Earth  and  sky  with  sweet  accord  Greet  the 
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mel  -  0  -  dy  dis  -  play,  Je  -  sns  set 
reigns  ex-  alt  -  ed  high,  Je  -  sus  set 
com  -  ing  of    the    Lord,    Je  -  sus    set 
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the  world  to  sing-ing  when  He  came, 
the  world  to  sing-ing  when  He  came, 
the  world  to  sing-ing  when  He  came. 
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Je  -  SOS  set  the  world  to  sing-ing  when 
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He  came,  And  the  song  is  grow-ing 
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sweet-er,  praise  His  name!  Then  take 
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JESUS  SET  THE  WORLD  TO  SINGING 
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King  of  Love  shall  reign;  Je-SHS  set    the  world  to  sing-ing  when  He  came. 
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1.  What    a  Friend  we  have  in     Je  -   sus,  All    our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 

2.  Have  we  tri  -  als  and  temp  -  ta  -  tions?  Is  there  trou-ble    an  -  y-where? 

3.  Are     we  weak  and  heav-y  -  la  -  den,  Cumbered  with  a    load  of  care? — 
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What  a  priv  - 1  -  lege  to  car  -  ry  Ev  -  'ry-thing  to  God  in  pray'r! 
We  should  nev-er  be  dis-cour-  aged,  Take  it  to  'the  Lord  in  pray'r. 
Pre  -  cious  Sav-ior,  still  our    ref  -  uge, — Take     it     to    the  Lord  in  pray'r. 
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0    what  peace  we  oft  -  en     for  -  feit,       0 

Can    we  find    a  friend  so   faith  -  ful      Who 

Do     thy  friends  despise,  for-sake     thee?    Take 
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what  needless  pain  we   bear, 
will  all  our  sor-rows  share? 
it     to   the  Lord  in  pray'r; 
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All    because  we    do  not  car   -   ry 
Je  -  sus  knows  our  ev-  'ry  weak  -  ness, 
In    His  arms  He  '11  take  and  shield  thee , 


Ev- 
Take 
Thou  wilt  find    a    soi  -  ace  there. 


'ry-thinsr  'x)  God   in  pray'r! 
it     to    trie  Lord  in  pray'r. 
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1.  Tell  me  thesto-  ry    of    Je  -  sas,  Write  on  my  heart  ev-'ry  word; 

2.  Fast-ing   a -lone   in   the  des  -  ert,  Tell     of  the  days  that  are  past, 

3.  Tell  of  the  cross  where  they  nailed  Him,  Writh-ing  in  an-guish  and  pain; 


m^¥^ 


pr^9—t=]fi'    k      :^ 


SMS,  Write  on  my  heart  ev  -  *ry  word; 


Cho. — TeU  [me  the  do  '  ry    of  Je 
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Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  most  pre  -  cions,  Sweet-est  that  ev  -  er  was  heard. 
How  for  our  sins    He  was  tempt -ed,    Yet    was  tri-nm-phant  at   last. 
Tell  of  the  grave  where  tLey  laid  Him,  TeU  how  He  liv  -  eth    a  -  gain. 
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me  [the  sto  -  ry  most  pre  -  dous,  Sweet-est  that  ev  •  er  was  heard. 
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Tell   how  the  an  -  gels,  in   cho 
TeU     of   the  years  of  His   la 
I  Love   in  that  sto  -  ry   so    ten  ■ 


rus,  Sang  as  they  welcomed  His  hirth, 
bor,  TeU  of  the  sor  -  row  He  bore, 
der,    Qear-erthanev  -  er     I     see: 


^'^f  rij  [-[f  ['[ir^ 


^ 


D    bi   I 


S 


g^^^^M.^^^^^^ 


**Glo  -  ry  to  God    in  the  high 
He     was  de-spised  and  af  -  flict  ■ 
Stay,  let  me  weep  while  you  whis 
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est!  Peace  and  good  ti  -  dings  to     earth. '*^ 
ed,  Home-less,  de-ject-ed  and  poor, 
per,  Love  paid  the  ran-som  for    me. 


Ite^ 


1=C=g=5 


.^2. 


i 


63 
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1.  Some-bod  -  y  knows  when  your  heart  aches,  And  ev'rything  seems  to  go    wrong; 

2.  Some-bod  -  y  cares  when  you're  tempted,  And  your  mind  grows  dizzy  and  dim; 

3.  Some-bod  -  y  loves  you  when  wea  -  ry;         "?  Somebody   loves  you  when  strong; 
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Some-bod  -  y  knows  when  the  shadows  Need  chasing  a  -  way  with  a  song; 
Some-bod  -  y  cares  when  you're  weakest,  And  farthest  a  -  way  from  Him; 
Al  -  ways    is  wait  -  ing    to  help  you,     He  watches  you — one  of    the   throng 
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Some-bod  -  y  knows  when  you're  lonely,     Tir  -  ed,   dis-cour-aged    and  blue; 
Some-bod  -  y  grieves  when  you're  fallen,   You  are  not  lost  from    His    sight; 
Need-ing    His  friendship  so    ho  -  ly,    Need-ing  His  watch-care  so    true; 
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Some-bod-y  wants  you  to  know  Him,  And  know  that  He  dear  -  ly  loves  you. 
Some-bod-y  waits  for  your  com  -  ing,  And  He'll  drive  the  gloom  from  your  night. 
His  name?  We  call  His  name  Je  -  sus;   He  loves  ev  -  'ry  -  one,  He  loves  you. 
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1.  Sing  them    o  -  ver     a -gain     to     me,  Won-der  -  ful  words     of     life; 

2.  Christ,  the  bless  -  ed   One,  gives  to     all    Won-der  -  ful  words     of     life; 

3.  Sweet  -  ly    ech  -  o     the  gos  -  pel    call,  Won-der  -  fal  words     of     life; 
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Let  me  more  of  their  beau  -  ty  see,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  life. 
Sin  -  ner,  list  to  the  lov  -  ing  call,  Won-der  -  ful  words  of  life. 
Of  -  f er   par  -  don  and  peace    to     all,    Won-der  -  ful  words    of     life. 
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Words  of  life  and  beau  -  ty  Teach  me  faith  and  du  -  ty: 
All  so  free  -  ly  giv  -  en,  Woo  -  ing  us  to  heav  -  en: 
Je    -    sus,     on    -  ly     Sav  -  iour,    Sane  -  ti  -  fy       for  -  ev    -    er: 


W^i 


Refrain 


^ 


=t 


^^EE$^ 


f 


Beau-ti  -  ful  words,  won-der  -  ful  words.  Won  -  der  -  ful  words  of     life; 
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Bean  -  ti  -  f nl  words,  won-der  -  fal  words,Won-der  -  fnl  words    of     Kfe. 
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1.  Lead,  kindly  Light,  amid  th'en-cir-cling  gloom,  Lead  Thou  me  on! 
2.1  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou  Should 'st  lead  me  on; 
3.  So  long  Thy  pow'r  hath  blest  me,  sure  it    still  Will    lead     me      on 
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The  night  is  dark,  and  I     am  far  from    home; 
I     loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path;  but  now 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 
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Lead  Thou  me 
Lead  Thou  me 
The  night      is 
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on! 
on! 
gone; 
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Keep  Thou  my 
I  loved  the 
And     with     the 


feet; 
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I       do  not    ask  to        see 

ish    day;  and,  spite  of  fears,  .... 

those    an  -  gel    fac  -  es  smile, .... 
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The       dis  -  tant  scene;  one  step    e  -  nough       for    me. 

Pride  ruled     my     will.    Ee-mem-ber   not  past  years! 

Which    I      have  loved  long  since  and.  lost  a  -  while.        A  -  men. 
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66  A  Pretty  Good  Plan  to  Forget  It 

If  you  see  a  tall  fellow  ahead  of  the  crowd, 
A  leader  of  men,  marching  fearless  and  proud. 
And  you  know  of  a  tale  whose  mere  telling  aloud 
Would  cause  his  proud  head  to  in  anguish  be  bowed, 
It's  a  pretty  good  plan  to  forget  it. 

If  you  know  of  a  skeleton  hidden  away 
In  a  closet,  and  guarded  and  kept  from  the  day 
In  the  dark,  whose  showing,  whose  sudden  display 
Would  cause  grief  and  sorrow  and  life-long  dismay, 
It's  a  pretty  good  plan  to  forget  it. 

If  you  know  of  a  spot  in  the  life  of  a  friend 
(We  all  have  such  spots  concealed,  world  without  end), 
Whose  touching  his  heartstrings  would  play  on  and  rend 
Till  the  shame  of  its  showing  no  grieving  could  mend, 
It's  a  pretty  good  plan  to  forget  it. 

If  you  know  anything  that  will  darken  the  joy 
Of  a  man  or  a  woman,  a  girl  or  a  boy. 
That  will  wipe  out  a  smile  or  the  least  way  annoy 
A  fellow,  or  cause  any  gladness  to  cloy, 
It's  a  pretty  good  plan  to  forget  it. 

If  you  know  of  a  thing,  just  the  least  little  sin, 
Whose  telling  would  cork  up  a  laugh  or  a  grin 
Of  a  man  you  don't  like,  for  Lord's  sake  keep  it  in! 
Don't,  don't  be  a  knocker,  right  here  stick  a  pin — 
It's  a  pretty  good  plan  to  forget  it. 

— Judd  Mortimer  Lewis 


67  That  Little  Chap  o  Mine 

To  feel  his  little  hand  in  mine,  so  clinging  and  so  warm, 

To  know  he  thinks  me  strong  enough  to  keep  him  safe  from  harm; 

To  see  his  simple  faith  in  all  that  I  can  say  or  do, 

It  sort  o'  shames  a  fellow,  but  it  makes  him  better,  too; 

And  I  am  trying  hard  to  be  the  man  he  fancies  me  to  be, 

Because  I  have  this  chap  at  home  who  thinks  the  world  o'  me. 

I  would  not  disappoint  his  trust  for  anything  on  earth. 

Nor  let  him  know  how  little  I  just  naturally  am  worth. 

But  after  all,  it's  easier,  that  brighter  road  to  climb. 

With  the  little  hands  behind  me  to  push  me  all  the  time. 

And  I  reckon  I'm  a  better  man  than  what  I  used  to  be 

Because  I  have  this  chap  at  home  who  thinks  the  world  o*  me. 

rr  (Do  not  know  who  wrote  this,  but  it  has  helped  so  many  folks,  I  like  'TI^'-v 
nyisr  to  pass  it  on.  If  you  know  who  wrote  it,  tell  me,  so  I  can  give  proper  ^QJ 
^-^^11,  credit.      Men   have  told   me  they   have   been   saved   through   this   poem.)  Jl 


68  When  Little  Boys  Kneel  Down  to  Pray 

When  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray,  beside  their  beds  at  close  of  day. 
There  is  a  hush  upon  the  stair,  there  is  a  silence  everywhere. 
Oh,  listen  quietly  who  may,  when  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray. 

When  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray,  so  quiet  now  who  once  were  gay, 
There  is  a  mist  before  our  eyes,  although  we're  cynical  and  wise! 
We  linger  for  the  words  they  say  when  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray. 

When  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray,  so  clean  and  shining  after  play. 
The  door  of  heaven  swings  ajar.    God  understands  what  small  boys  are, 
And  He  inclines  His  ear  their  way  when  little  boys  kneel  down  to  pray. 

— Anne  Campbell 

69  Sing  a  Song 

If  you'll  sing  a  song  as  you  go  along,  in  the  face  of  a  real  or  a  fancied  wrong; 
If,  in  spite  of  the  doubt,  you  will  fight  it  out  and  show  a  heart  that  is  brave  and 

stout; 
If  you'll  laugh  at  the  jeers  and  refuse  the  tears,  you'll  force  the  ever  reluctant 

cheers 
That  the  world  denies  when  a  coward  cries,  and  gives  to  the  man  who  bravely 

tries, — 
And  you'll  win  success  with  a  little  song,  if  you'll  sing  the  song  as  you  go  along. 

If  you'll  sing  a  song  as  you  go  along,  you'll  find  that  the  singing  will  make  you 

strong. 
And  the  heavy  load  and  the  rugged  road,  and  the  sting  and  the  strife  of  the 

torturous  goad 
Will  soar  with  the  note  that  you  set  afloat,  that  the  beam  will  change  to  a  trifling 

moat, — 
That  the  world  is  sad  when  you  are  sad,  and  bright  and  beautiful  when  you  are 

glad; 
And  that  all  you  need  is  a  little  song,  if  you'll  sing  the  song  as  you  trudge  along. 


70  Worthwhile 

It  is  easy  enough  to  be  pleasant,  when  life  flows  by  like  a  song, 
But  the  man  worth  while  is  one  who  will  smile  when  ever3^hing  goes  dead  wrong. 
For  the  test  of  the  heart  is  trouble,  and  it  always  comes  with  the  years ; 
And  the  smile  that  is  worth  the  praises  of  earth,  is  the  smile  that  shines  through 
tears. 

It  is  easy  enough  to  be  prudent  when  nothing  tempts  you  to  stray, 

When  without  or  within  no  voice  of  sin  is  luring  your  soul  away; 

But  it's  only  a  negative  virtue  until  it  is  tried  by  fire. 

And  the  life  that  is  worth  the  honor  on  earth,  is  the  one  that  resists  desire. 

By  the  cynic,  the  sad,  the  fallen,  who  had  no  strength  for  the  strife. 

The  world's  highway  is  cumbered  today,  they  make  up  the  sum  of  life. 

But  the  virtue  that  conquers  passion,  and  the  sorrow  that  hides  in  a  smile,     ^ 

It  is  these  that  are  worth  the  homage  on  earth,  for  we  find  them  but  once  m  a 

—Ella  Wheeler  Wilcox 


71  Just  Tell  Him  Now 

"If  with  pleasure  you  are  viewing  any  work  a  man  is  doing, 
If  you  like  him  or  you  love  him,  tell  him  now; 
Don't  withhold  your  approbation  till  the  parson  makes  oration. 
And  he  lies  with  snowing  lilies  o'er  his  brow; 
For  no  matter  how  you  shout  it,  he  won't  really  care  about  it, 
He  won't  know  how  many  teardrops  you  have  shed. 
If  you  think  some  praise  is  due  him, 
Now's  the  time  to  slip  it  to  him, 
For  he  cannot  read  his  tombstone  when  he's  dead." 

"More  than  fame  and  more  than  money, 
Is  the  comment,  kind  and  sunny, 
And  the  hearty,  warm  approval  of  a  friend; 

For  it  gives  to  life  a  savor,  makes  you  richer,  stronger,  braver — 
Gives  you  heart  and  hope  and  courage  to  the  end. 
If  he  earns  your  praise,  bestow  it; 
If  you  like  him,  let  him  know  it; 
Let  the  word  of  true  encouragement  be  said. 
Do  not  wait  till  life  is  over  and  he's  underneath  the  clover, 
For  he  cannot  read  his  tombstone  when  he's  dead." 

— "Daddy"  Silverwood.  Los  Angeles  (1924) 


72  He  Stubbed  His  Toe 

Did  you  ever  pass  a  youngster,  who  had  been  an'  stubbed  his  toe, 

And  was  sitting  by  the  road  side,  just  a  crying  soft  an'  low? 

A  holding  of  his  rusty  foot  so  hard  and  brown  and  bare. 

An'  trying  to  keep  back  from  his  eyes  the  tears  that's  gathering  there. 

You  hear  him  sorter  sobbin'  like,  and  a  snifflin*  of  his  nose. 
You  stoop  an'  pat  him  on  the  head  and  try  to  ease  his  woes, 
You  treat  him  sorter  kind  like,  and  the  first  thing  you  know 
He's  up  and  off  a  smilin',  clean  forgot  he  stubbed  his  toe. 

Along  the  road  of  human  life,  you'll  find  a  fellow  goin'  slow, 
And  like  as  not  he's  some  poor  cuss,  that's  be»en  an'  stubbed  his  toe. 
He  was  makin'  swimmin'  headway  until  he  bimiped  into  a  stone. 
And  his  friends  kept  hurryin'  on,  and  they  left  him  here  alone. 

He  ain't  sobbing,  he  ain't  snifHin',  he's  too  old  for  sobs  and  cries, 
But  he's  grievin'  just  as  earnest,  if  it  only  comes  in  sighs, 
And  it  does  a  lot  of  good  sometimes  to  go  a  little  slow. 
And  speak  a  word  of  kindness  to  the  guy  that's  stubbed  his  toe. 

You  can't  tell  yourself,  and  there  ain't  no  way  to  know, 
When  it's  gaing  to  come  your  turn  to  slip  and  stub  your  toe. 
Today  you're  bright  an'  happy,  in  the  World's  sunlight  and  glow, 
And  tomorrow  you're  a-freezin'  and  a-trudgin'  thru  the  snow. 

The  time  you  think  you've  got  the  World  the  tightest  in  your  grip 

Is  the  very  time  you'll  find,  you're  the  likeliest  to  slip. 

And  it's  mighty  comfortin',  sometimes,  I  know, 

To  have  a  fellow  stop,  and  help  you,  when  you've  been  and  stubbed  your  toe 

— Unknown 


73  Around  the  Corner 

"Around  the  corner  I  have  a  friend,  in  this  great  city  that  has  no  end; 
Yet  days  go  by  and  weeks  rush  on,  and  before  I  know  it  a  year  has  gone, 
And  I  never  see  my  old  friend's  face;  for  life  is  a  swift  and  terrible  race. 
He  knows  I  like  him  just  as  well,  as  in  the  days  when  I  rang  his  bell 
And  he  rang  mine.    We  were  younger  then;  but  now  we  are  busy,  tired  men— ^ 
Tired  with  playing  a  foolish  game;  tired  with  trying  to  make  a  name. 
'Tomorrow,'  I  say,  *I'll  call  on  Jim,  just  to  show  that  I'm  thinking  of  him.* 
But  tomorrow  comes — and  tomorrow  goes;  and  the  distance  between  us  grows 

and  grows. 
Around  the  comer, — yet  miles  away.    'Here's  a  telegram,  sir,' — Jim  died  today! 
And  that's  what  we  get,  and  deserve  in  the  end — around  the  corner,  a  vanished 

friend" 

— Un\nown 


74  A  Rosebud  for  the  Living 

I  would  rather  have  a  rosebud  while  I  am  here  to  see. 
Than  have  the  costliest  flowers  placed  on  my  grave  for  me. 

I  would  rather  have  a  rosebud  a  tribute  of  today, 
Than  have  the  richest  laurels  when  I  have  passed  away. 

I  would  rather  have  a  kindly  smile  from  hearts  forever  true, 
Than  tears  around  my  lifeless  form  when  earth  I've  bade  adieu. 

I  would  rather  have  the  kindest  words  that  can  be  said  to  me. 
Than  flattered  when  my  heart  is  still  and  Life  has  ceased  to  be. 

Then  give  me  a  rosebud  sweet,  a  rosebud  pink  or  red; 

I'd  rather  have  just  one  today,  than  millions  when  I'm  dead. 

— Henrietta  Blair  Heard 


75  OV  Daddy  Do-Funny 

**OV  Daddy  Do-Funny,  how  do  you  come  on?" 
"Poly,  thank  Gord,  honey,  po'ly  dis  mornin'. 

"My  ol'  spine  it'  a  sort  of  stiff,  an'  my  arms  dey  'fuse  to  lif, 
An'  de  miz'r  in  my  breas',  an'  I  got  some  heart  distress, 
An'  de  grow'n  pains  dey  lingers  in  my  knee  jints  an'  my  fingers. 
But  I'm  well,  praise  Gord,  dis  mornin'." 

"or  Daddy  Do-Funny,  what  cuyus  talk! 
How  is  you  well  when  you  can't  even  walk?" 

"Hush,  you  foolish  chillen,  hush!    What's  dat  singin'  in  the  brush? 
Ain't  dat  yonder  blue  de  sky?    Feel  de  cool  breeze  passin'  by! 
Dis  ol'  painful  back  an'  knee — Laws-a-massy,  dey  ain't  me! 
I'm  well,  praise  Gord,  dis  mornin'!" 

— Ruth  McEnery  Stuart 
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